AJST OLD FRENCHMAN.                      269

the other, and staring at me for about twenty
minutes on each occasion.

I had but two companions in my captivity.
One of them was a grave, determined-looking
man, by birth half English and half Swiss, who
strode up and down musing on some speculative
improvements he had undertaken on a property
which he possessed in Greece. The other wag
a little old Frenchman, with bright eyes, a
shrill voice, and a weather-beaten lace, puckered
into more wrinkles than the skin of a shrivelled
apple in winter, who passed his days questing
about the courts and inquiring into everything,
drinking coffee, shrugging his shoulders, lifting
his eyebrows, making rapid generalisations on
all that he saw., ventilating aphorisms*
imagining numberless untried modes
macaroni. Economy seemed to be his great
passion, and as soon as he had dona everything
imaginable to abate "the inflammation of his
weekly bills," he began to extend the same kind
offices to me, and insisted upon managing every-
thing on my behalf so that I was spared all